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Sunday paper.25 The editors refrained from soliciting ad-
vertisements, preferring to wait until advertisers should seek
the paper.
Editing a morning as well as an evening daily meant so much
work that on many nights George could not go home. Instead he
slept—when he could spare the time to sleep—on the little green
couch in his office. Sometimes, to keep himself going, he sent
his secretary to the saloon at the corner for a bottle of "Cutter
whiskey/'26 Not being an habitual drinker, a little liquor
quickly affected him. One night when he had promised to speak
for Father Matthew on "Temperance" and had braced himself
for the ordeal he arrived at the meeting in definitely inappro-
priate spirits. His speech began with a discussion of temperance
but somehow veered off to the subject of economics and became
an eloquent appeal for the abolition of one tax after another
until there should be only one thing left to tax—land values.
The speech was an instant success; even Father Matthew was
pleased.27 Eventually the editor obtained a more dependable
tonic from his doctor.
Shortly after the launching of the Morning Ledger there
was a great fire in Virginia City, Nevada, the mining center.
Many San Franciscans were heavily involved, and a severe
decline in mining stock and the suspension of payment by the
Bank of California followed the fire. This resulted in a financial
panic in San Francisco. Early in November, when it was im-
possible to collect money, George had to suspend the Ledger.
At this point Senator Jones demanded the return of the money
lent for the purchase of the new press or the surrender to him of
the Post. George felt like fighting, for he knew that a statement
of the situation from his pen, published in the paper, could
kill its future with another editor, but considering the employees
who would thereby lose their jobs, he refrained from writing the
statement. And so, without a cent of compensation, on Novem-
ber 27,1875, he and William Hinton gave over the paper to the
representatives of Jones.28
Henry George had loved the Post. It was the fruit of his labor.
It had been an instrument for waging the fight against injus-
tice, corruption, and privilege. It had been the source of a
comfortable living after years of struggle. Now it was gone. And
once again he was flat broke.

